
if* 


* be freezing houres away ? We haue forieiiothim 
We are bcaftiy; fubde as the Fox forpiey, 
Like warlike as, the Wolfe, for w.bac we care : 
Our Valour is to chc-ce vvh$t P.ycs ;'Gur Cage 
We make a Quire, a: doth the prifon'd Bird, 
And fing our Bondage frcelpy^ ' 
BcL How you f~ 


Did you but know 


. And felt them knowingly : the Art ©Y^Conrt, 
As hard to lcaue^ps kcepe : whole top to clirnbe 
Is certaine falling : or fo flipp'ry, that 
The feare's as bad as falling: The toyle o'th Warre, 
A paine that oncly fecmes to fceke out danger 
rch'name of Fa:ne,and|filonor, which dyes i'thTearcb, 
And hath as.ofca fland'rous Epitaph, 
As Record of faireAd. &4y,many times' 
Doth "*U defer ue, by dping well : wtiat's worfc 
Muft curt'lie at the Ccnfure. Oh Boyes, this Storie 
The World may readcinme: My bochc smark'd 
With Roman Swords ; and my report, was once 
Firft, with the beft of Note, ^wfe/zwlcu'dmc, 
/; And when a Souldier was the Tbcame, my name 
Wa* not farre off : then was 1 as a Tree 
Whole boughes did beed- with fruit. Burin one night, 
A Stormc, or Robbery (call it what you ws!I) 
j. Shooke downe my mellow hangings : nay my Leaucs, 
And left me bare to weather. 
Gui. Vncertaine fauour. 

Myfaultbeirg/.oi:.ing(3slhauetoldyouofi) 
But that .two Viilaines, whole falfc Oathef preoayi'd 
Before my perfect Honor, i wore to Cjmbelinc % 
1 was Confederate with the Romanes : fo 
'Followed my Baniflivnent, and this twenty yecres, 
This Rockc,and thefe Dcmefnes, haue bene my World, 
Where I haue Iiu'd at boncft frccdome, p; ycd 
More pious debts to Hcaurn, then in all t 
The fore-end of my time. But, vp to iI/Mountaincs, 
This is n6t Hunters Language ; he thotftnkes 
The Venifon firft, fhail be the Lcui q v } tcatt 
To him the other two fhali rninifter, 
And we will feare no pcyfon, which 3 trends 
•In place of greater Srace : 

He meete you in the Valkyes. Exeunt. 
J How hard it is to hide the fparkes of Nature? 
! Thefe Boyes knew little they arc Sondes to'th'King, 
/ Nor Cymbeline dreamer t\\%i they are ahue. 
They thinke they are mine, 
'And though rrain'd vprtms meanely 
irih'Cauc, whereon the Boavc then thoughts do hit, 
[The Roofes of Paiaccs j£fld Nature prompts them I 
fin fin, pie and,:.;;wc rh'.o£s,toRrinceit;,much 
Hcyondthc rviclce r*fo;t^r& i his Pafadour, 
The heyr^ ft^;«fo/i W 2^ ttrjt^ne, who 
The Kinghu Father ci^&GHtderhts . Ioue, 
VVhcn«>ft{flp^ tell 
The warljFfey%^g ! done, h\s fpirits fly tout 
Unco my Storv : fay .husmu)c Enemy fell, 
; fiius , kt.my i\:Citeqn\ nccke^euenthen 
The Princely blood flakes in hi* Cheeke,he fweats, 
frames bisyong Nerues, and puts hirofelfe in pofturc 
That ach my words., 7 he yonger Brother Cadwatl, 
pnee Arutragm^ in as like a figure 
Stnkeilite iniomyfpcech.anafliewes much more 
His owne cone: yqing. Menrkc, theGamc is rows'*d, 
Oh CymbeUneA-lcvitn aojd my Confcience knowes 
Thou didd'lt vniuftly banjfti mc : whereon 


At three, and two yew^jd^^^ 
Thinking to ban e thee of Succ< ffion as ' 
Thou refts me of my Lands. E*rip6iL 
Tnou was't their Nurfc, they took thee for gJ 
Andeuery day do honor to her graue: ' 
My lelfe Belariw } that am Mergan called 
They take for Naturall Father. The Gam c is v* 

P* Exit 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Pifanio and Imogen. 
Thou told'ftmc when weea-tcfrfi^ c . 
Wa,n t ereachand:Ne' r elongMmyM 

Where is Pofthumtui Whar is in thy mtnd 
That makes thee flare thus ? Wherefore breaks A, r i 
From , ih-m ward of thee , One, but pamt^d ha ^ ^ h 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond lelfe-cxpiication. p uc t h y f c jf e 
Into a hauiour oflcffe fcare, ere wiJdiu ffe 
Vanquifh my ftayder Senfes. WhatVthematteP 
Why tender ft thou that Paperto me wjth 
A looke vntender } lit be Summer Ncwes 
Smile tot* before : if Winterly, thou necd'ft 
Butkeepethatcounrtuoceflil. My Hu,band«haad> 
That Drog^jimn-d Italy, hath out-crafucd C * 
And hees at iome hard point. Spcakeman rh« T 

vv ouid be euen mortall to me. 

Pj(. Pleafeyouveade^ 
And you Ml finde me (wretchedman) a thine 
The it -udifdaiiVd ofFortune. 

I Imogen re*des. 

T^'^ tebfMde the Struct Mj 

not MtofneJte Surges, but fromfrnfi Jfiron, £ * 
pcefe *«4« certain m Jr.pettmy Reuenge, rt^tkl 

beach tfhers ; let thtne owe U take her life: I /ball 
nrnttrnmri****^ M/fordH^e*. She hath m, Letter 
fir thepurpofe, where, ,f than fcare toflr^ s W to make me 
certaine tt ts done, thou art the Pander to her dilhononr ad 
equally to mc dtjlsyalL * 

• What (hall I need to draw my S word,che Paper 
hath cue her throat alreadie ? No, V:s Slander, 
Whole edge i, fliarper then the S word,whofc toneue 
Out-vcnomesall the WormesofNyl e> whofebrcach 
Rides on rhe pofling wmde8,and doth belye 
Ail corner^ of the World. Kings.Queene^and States, 
Maiden Matrons, nay the Secrets of che Graue 
This viperous flander enters. What cheere.Madam ? 

Im*. FaJietohisBedPWhatisittobefalfef 
To lye in watch there, and to thinke on him? 
To weepeWi clock and clock?If deep charge Nature, 
To breakc it with a fearful] dream* of him 
Andrry my felfc awake? That's falfeto's bed? Is it? 
Pi/a. Alas good Lady # 
Imo I falfe? Thy Confcience witneffe:ZirWw, 
Thou didd'ft accufe him of Incontinencie, 
Thou thenlook'dft like a ViUainc : how, thiokes 
Thy 


The Tragedie of Cymbehne. 


Thy fauours good enough. Some lay of Italy 

( Whofe mother was her painting) hath betraid him : 
poore I am ftale ? a Garment out of fafhion, 
And for I am richer then to hang by th'walles, 
I rpuft: be ript : To peeces with me : Oh ! 
Mens Vowes aire womens Traitors. All good fecraing 
By thy refiSfi (oh Husband) fliaii be thaUght 
Pur on for VilUiny ; not borne where'e gropes, 
But wornc a BVtccfor Lndie» # 
Pipt* Good Madam,hcare me. 
Imo. True honeft men being heafdjikc falfe v£neat> 
Were inl)is time thought falfe ; and Syncxs weeping 
Did fcandall many a holy ■ tearr rtookc pitty 
From mo (t true wrctchcdnefTe. So thou, Pefthnmpu 
WiU lay the Leatien on al! proper men ; 
Goodly,and gallant, ftnll befalfc 3nd pcriur'd 
From thy great fade : Come Fei!o be thou honeft, 
Do thou thy Mafters bidding. When thou fecft him, 
A little witneffe my obedience. Looke 
I draw the Sword tny lelfc, take it, and hit 
The innocent Manfion of my Loue (my Heart:) 
Feare not, *tis em|>ty of a!! things, but Grcefc : 
Thy Mafter is not there, who was hideedc 
The riches ot it. Dohis bidding, ftnke, 
Thou may ft be valiant inabetrercaufe; 
Bur now thoufeem'fta Cowar-:!. 

Pif. Hence vile Jn(trurne«K_, 
Thou fhalt not damne my hajid. 

Imo. Vv'hy, I muft dye: 
And if I do not by thy hand, thou arc 
NoSeruantof thy Mafters. Againft Sclfc-flaughtcr, - 
There is a prohibition fo Diuine, 
That crauens my weake hand : Come.heerc's my heart : 
Somet- ;ing*s a-foot : Soft^fofc, wec'l no defence, 
Obedient as the Scabbard. Whacishecre, 
ThcSaiptures ofrhe Loyall LconatzM, 
AH turn'd to FTercfie ? A\V3y 5 away 
Corrupters of my Faith, you (hall no more 
Be Stomachers to my heart : thus may poore Fooles 
Beleeue falfe Teachers : Though thole that arc betrauT 
Dofeele theTrcafon fharpely, ycc the Traitor 
Stands in vvorfe cafe of woe. And thou Poft famw, 
That didd'ft fct vp my difobediencc 'gainft the King 
My Father, snd makes me put into contempt the fujtes 
Of Princely Felto we<, fhalt heereaftei finde 
It is no a£\e of commo*^ ptstfage, but 
A ftraine of Rareneffe : and I gt eeuc my fc!fe> 
To thinke, when thou ftialc be Jifcd^d by her, 
That now thou tyreft on, how thy memory 
Will thrnbepang'dby me. Prytneedifpatch, 
The Lambc entreats the Butcher. 'Wher's thy knife? 
Thou art too flow to do thy Mifters bidding 
When I deiire ittob. 

Pif* Oh gracious Lldy t 
Si n c e I receiu'd c o mm a n d t o d o thi SB u fi n e ffe, 
I haue hot flep tone winke. 

Imo, Doo*t,ahd to bed then. V ' 
Pif. lie wake mine iyc-b^llcs fifft. 
Imo. Wherefore then 
Didd'ft vndcrtake it ? VVhy haft thou ahu$ 7 d 
So many Miles, with a pretence ? This place ? 
Mine Action ? and thine owne ? Our Horfc^ labour ? 
The Time inuiting thee ? The perturb'd Court 
For my being abfent ? whcreuntol neucr 
Purpofe jjeturne. Why haft thou gone fo farre 
To be vn-bent ? when thou haft 'cane thy ftand, ' 


good Ladie 


Th'clc&cd Deere before thee 

Pif But to win time 
To loofe fo bad cmployroehr^|g the which 
I haueconfider'd of a courfe: ^ood L 
Hcare me with patience. 

Imo. Talkcthy tongue weary, fpeake: 
I haue heard I am a Sfc-umpet, and mine cr re 
Therein falfe ftrooke, can take no greater wouvid^ 
Nor tent, to bof tome that. But fpeakey 

Pif Then Madam, 
I thought you would not backe againe* 
1 Imo. Mofthke, 
Bringing me heere to kill me. 

Pif Not fo neither: 
But if I were as wife, as honeft, then 
My purpofe would proue well : it cannot be. 
But that my Mafter is abus'd. Some Vdlainc, 
!,and finguiar in his Art, hath doneyou both 
This curled iniuric. 

Imo. Some Roman Curtezan.^ 

Pifa. No.on my life : 
lie giue but notice you are dead, 3nd fend him 
Some bloody figne of it. For 'tis commanded 
I fhouid do fo : you fball be mift a. Court, 
And that will well confirmc it. 

Imo. Why good Fellow^ 
What fhall 1 do the while ? Where bide ? How liuc £ 
Or in my life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband ? 

Pif Ifyou'l backe to'ch'Conrt. 

Imo. No Court, no Father, nor no more adoe 
With that harfh, noble, fimple nothing: 
That Chitin, whofe Loue-fuitc hath bene to me 
As fearefull as a Siege. 

Pif If not at Ccurt, 
Then not in Britaine mtifl you bide. 

Imo. Where then? 
Hath Britaine all the Sunne that fhines? Day ? Night ? 
Are they not but in Britaine ? Tth'wotlds Volume 
Our Bniaine fecmes as of it, but not in t : 
In a great Poole, a S wannes-ncft, prythee thinke 
There's liucts out of Britaine. 

Pif I am moft glad 
You thinke of other place : Th'Ambaffador, 
fascitis the Romane comes to Milford-Hauen 
To morrow. Now, if you could weare a mindc 
Darke, as your Foftuae is, and but difguife 
That which t'appeare it felfe, muft not yet be, 
But by fe!fe-(iangcr,yon fhouid tread a courfe 
Ptctty ,and full of view : yea,h3ppily 3 ncere 
The refidence of Pofihumm ; fo nie (at leaft) 
That though his A dions were not vifible, yec 
Reporc fhouid render him hourely to your eate, 
Astrucly as hemooues. " 

Itno. Oh for fbch meanes. 
Though peril! to my modeftie, not death on* 
I would acTuVnturc. 

Ptf Well then, heere's the point : 
You muft forget to be a Woman : change 
Command, into obedience. Feare,and NicencfiV 
(The Haadmaides of all Women, or more trucly 
Woman it pretty felfe) into a waggifh courage, 
Ready in gybes, quickc-anfwer'd/a wcie,and 
As quarrellous as the Weazell : Nay, you muft 
Forget that rarcft Trcafure of your Cheek e, 
Expofing it (but oh the harder heart, 

Atock 


